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Captain  James  Polk  Spruill,  United  States  Army,  was 
killed  when  his  vehicle  struck  a land  mine  in  Vietnam  on 


21  April  1964. 

Captain  Spruill’s  ideals,  his  respect  for  his  fellow  man, 
and  his  deep  and  abiding  patriotism  are  revealed  in  the 
excerpts  from  his  letters  to  his  wife  which  appear  on  the 
following  pages.  This  eloquent  young  Army  officer  under- 
stood and  appreciated  his  country’s  dedication  to  the  cause 
of  freedom  all  over  the  world.  In  the  last  analysis,  he  was  a soldier  doing  his 
duty  in  keeping  with  the  code  of  the  soldier. 

Captain  Spruill  had  his  moments  of  doubt  and  discouragement.  But  he  was 
sustained  by  his  belief  in  what  he  was  doing  and  he  did  his  job  with  faith  and 
enthusiasm. 

Because  of  “his  love  and  compassion  for  the  young  republic  of  Vietnam  and 
especially  the  people,”  his  wife,  Barbara  Spruill,  sent  excerpts  of  these  letters  to 
the  New  York  Herald  Tribune  “in  the  hope  that  all  Americans  would  have  the 
opportunity  of  reading  them.”  She  has  been  kind  enough  to  authorize  this  publi- 
cation in  this  form  in  the  Army. 

These  letters  are  an  inspiration  to  everyone  who  reads  them. 


VIETNAM 


It  is  10,000  miles  from  New  York  to  Vietnam,  but  Captain  SpruiW s letters  spanned 
the  distance  to  relate  this  story  to  his  wife  in  Suffern  . . . 

9 Nov  63 
Saigon 

. . . The  flight  was  long  and  tiring  but  otherwise  uneventful.  Then  came  Saigon 
and  a hair-raising,  steep-dive  landing  because  of  the  danger  of  small-arms  fire. 
Received  none  and  landed  safely.  We  were  processed  and  then  taken  to  the  Majestic 
Hotel  in  the  heart  of  Saigon  where  I am  now  staying  and  where  I will  be  until  Tues- 
day at  noon.  The  time  here  in  Saigon  is  being  taken  up  with  much  processing  and 
with  receiving  my  assignment  . . . 

By  the  way,  my  Vietnamese  language  works  wonders  here!  So  few  Americans 
speak  it.  I have  spoken  little  else  and  believe  me  it  thrills  them.  I can’t  get 
over  how  well  I understand  them  . . . 

A few  days  later  he  wrote  from  his  first  duty  station  . . . 

Nov  63 
Vinh  Long 

. . . Today  is  Thursday  and  I am  at  my  first  duty  station.  I am  at  the  end  of 
that  long  “Pipe  Line”.  I left  Saigon  on  Tuesday  at  noon  and  flew  from  Tan  Son 
Nhut  airfield  to  Sadec,  headquarters  of  the  ARVN  (Army  of  the  Republic  of 
Vietnam)  9th  Division.  I received  my  assignment  and  was  briefed  there  . . . 

...  I am  an  advisor  to  the  Cai  Son  Self  Defense  Corps  Training  Center.  I will 
live  there  with  my  two  Sergeants,  who  are  the  greatest.  Cai  Son  is  about  15  km 
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from  here.  The  accommodations  there  are  not  as  good  as  here  in  Vinh  Long  but 
I have  it  better  than  many  poor  Battalion  advisors  do.  I have  a roof  and  walls 
and  a cot.  We  have  a sun  baked  mud  parapet  around  the  house— and  it  is  a house, 
and  a personal  guard  of  nine  men  and  one  sergeant.  The  guard  is  Vietnamese, 
everything  in  Cai  Son  is  Vietnamese.  The  sergeant  in  charge  of  the  guard  wanted 
to  line  his  men  up  for  me.  He  was  so  proud  when  I agreed.  They  stood  tall  and 
were  visibly  impressed  when  I addressed  them  off  the  cuff  in  their  own  language  . . . 

Captain  Spruill  developed  great  admiration  for  the  Vietnamese  . . . 

20  Nov  63 
Vinh  Long 

I am  in  Vinh  Long  today  in  order  to  attend  a farewell  dinner  for  one  of  the  officers 
here,  and  I will  return  to  Cai  Son  tomorrow  morning.  I actually  miss  Cai  Son  at 
the  moment  because  the  work  is  interesting  to  me  and  the  Viets  are  just  great. 
They  stay  over  at  my  house  all  the  time  and  I am  getting  so  used  to  Vietnamese 
that  English  is  starting  to  sound  strange.  I have  already  become  good  friends  with 
two  key  members  of  the  training  center  and  the  Agroville. 

Last  night  Maj.  M told  me  that  he  had  written  you  a letter.  That  shows  you 
what  kind  of  man  Fm  working  for.  He  is  a professional  and  it  is  a rare  privilege  to 
work  with  him. 

It  is  also  a privilege  to  work  with  the  Vietnamese  soldier.  Frustrating  at  times 
...  he  is  the  most  genuine  and  kind  human  I have  met.  Simple,  humble,  willing 
and  warm — they  are  wonderful  people.  If  the  press  judges  them  harshly  at  times,  it 
would  be  well  to  remember  that  they  have  had  their  independence  only  nine 
years  . . . 

...  It  was  brought  to  my  attention  last  night  that  we  were  once  inadequately 


2 


equipped  and  poorly  trained  and  that  professional  soldiers  came  from  afar  to  aid  the 
fledgling  American  Army  in  its  fight  for  freedom  and  internal  order.  Two  of  these 
“advisors”  are  well  known — Von  Steuben  and  Lafayette.  It  is  heartwarming  to 
think  that  we  now  continue  the  tradition  of  sacrifice  fostered  by  those  two  men 
when  they  aided  a nation  in  need  . . . 

He  took  a warm  interest  in  village  problems — and  the  Vietnamese  people  . . . 

25  Nov  63 
Cai  Son 

. . . Had  to  stop  for  a while  to  talk  to  the  leader  of  Cai  Son  Agroville  about 
possibility  of  having  his  people  dig  ponds  so  we  can  stock  them  with  fish  that 
USOM  says  they  can  get  me.  USOM  tells  me  that  in  one  year  one  pair  of  fish 
will  breed  into  ten  thousand  fishes.  The  people  here  are  poor,  the  land  is  poor,  and 
the  fish  are  poor.  The  Agroville  Chief  was  thrilled  at  the  idea.  The  people  could 
eat  the  fish,  use  them  to  enrich  the  land,  and  start  a “Nuoc  mam”  (fish  sauce) 
industry  . . . 

. . . You  can’t  imagine  the  comradeship  and  gratitude  of  these  men  when  an 
American  stands  with  them  through  danger.  It  seems  to  bring  heart  to  them. 
They  cheer  and  wave  and  yell  “Dia-uy,”  “Dia-uy”  which  is  their  word  for  Captain. 

Tonight  I’m  going  to  have  one  of  my  Viet  friends  for  supper — a man  called 
“Wolf.”  His  little  boy  is  by  my  side  now  watching  me  write  this  letter.  “Wolf” 
is  a Canton  Chief  and  is  much  renowned  for  his  fighting  skill  and  courage.  He’s  a 
sight  to  see  and  just  likes  the  hell  out  of  me  for  some  reason.  His  foot  is  all  swollen 
now  from  a cobra  bite  he  received  on  an  ambush  the  other  night.  I gave  him  a pair 
of  my  boots  but  he  wouldn’t  wear  them  . . . 

He  reacted  to  the  news  of  President  Kennedy's  death  like  Americans  everywhere  . . . 
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28  Nov  63 


Vinh  Long 

. . . President  Kennedy’s  death  was  a profound  shock  to  me  and  I am  still  not 
over  it.  As  the  poet  said:  “Every  man’s  death  diminishes  me — May  God 
bless  him  . . . 

He  continued  to  learn  about  Vietnam  . . . 

4 Dec  63 
Cai  Son 

What  a day  I had  yesterday.  Seemed  as  if  I did  more  visiting  than  usual  and  as 
usual  I had  to  eat  some  things  you  wouldn’t  believe.  For  instance,  I had  octopus 
and  dried  bananas!  How’s  that  for  a real  combination? 

Last  night  I taught  the  Doctor,  Lt.  H,  and  Lt.  H to  play  cards  (casino) — and  you 
have  never  seen  anyone  more  thrilled.  They  love  it  with  a passion.  You  should 
hear  them  talking  about  it.  Sounds  like  a Chinese  fire  drill. 

. . . The  Viets  here  are  really  friendly  to  me — in  fact  when  I ride  along  it’s  like 
being  a vesting  president.  The  mothers  bring  their  children  to  the  doors  and  they 
all  wave  and  cheer.  Whenever  I even  ride  by  the  schoolhouse,  the  teachers  in- 
terrupt their  work  and  stand  up  by  their  desks.  They  are  really  courteous  to  the 
extreme. 

Things  are  nice  and  quiet  here  now.  We  have  an  ARVN  battalion  camped  here 
and  the  VC  (Viet  Cong)  don’t  like  to  mess  with  them. 

Reflection  on  the  approaching  Christmas  season  led  to  thoughts  of  friendship  and 
sacrifice  . . . 

15  Dec  63 
Vinh  Long 

. . . Took  a roll  of  color  film  yesterday  while  on  the  way  to  Can  Tho.  Have  to 
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cross  a ferry  and  got  shots  of  that.  Also  got  some  of  “Wolf”  who  went  with  me. 
Some  man!  He  and  I have  a mutual  admiration  society  going.  Also  his  wife  and 
family  are  extremely  nice  to  me  . . . 

...  by  the  time  another  letter  gets  to  you,  Christmas  will  be  there.  God  alone 
knows  how  hard  Daddy  will  reach  out  for  you  all  in  his  heart  during  that  time.  In 
a way  it  will  be  a sad  Christmas.  But  only  in  a selfish  way.  In  a better,  more 
meaningful  way,  it  will  be  one  of  our  best  Christmases,  for  our  little  family  is  giving 
of  itself  to  the  world.  We  are  sacrificing,  you  and  I,  for  the  good  of  other  people 
and  that  is  truly  Christ-like  . . . 

Captain  Spruill  developed  his  thinking  about  night  operations  . . . 

21  Dec  63 
Vinh  Long 

...  At  the  moment  I have  a project  I want  to  work  on.  It  is  a proposal  I have 
to  eliminate  all  SDC  outposts  in  the  Province  thus  liberating  all  SDC  men.  I 
would  propose  that  I be  allowed  to  train  them  in  night  combat  and  that  they  be 
employed  as  mobile  strike  forces  at  night.  It  is  in  the  night  that  the  myth  of  the 
invincible  guerrilla  must  be  destroyed  . . . 

...  I am  convinced  that  when  the  night  becomes  more  ours  than  their’s  that 
events  will  take  a dramatic  turn.  Will  work  on  this  now  and  will  close  with  another 
very  Merry  Christmas  and  may  we  both  have  a wonderful  New  Year. 

On  Christmas  day  he  thought  of  his  family  . . . 

Christmas  Day  1963 
Vinh  Long 

. . . Last  night,  on  Christmas  Eve,  I went  downtown  to  a Catholic  service. 
There  were  children  everywhere  and  there  was  a Santa  Claus  ...  I saw  a small 
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child  that  reminded  me  of  another  child  I know  and  it  was  all  I could  do  to  keep 
smiling.  But  you  know,  the  mother  read  what  was  in  my  eyes  and  brought  the 
child  over  to  me.  For  one  warm  moment  East  and  West  were  one  in  heart.  It 
was  a wonderful  Christmas ! I want  you  to  understand  that  . . . my  heart 
was  so  full  of  happiness  and  gratitude  that  it  could  not  hold  it  all.  I was  sublimely 
happy  because  I have  had  the  three  of  you  . . . 

I have  had  the  most  wonderful  Christmas  of  my  life  because  you  three  have 
given  me  the  greatest  gift  of  all — love. 

With  the  knowledge  that  where  Christmas  and  love  are  concerned  there  is  no 
distance,  I am  well  pleased  to  greet  you  this  day  and  to  say  as  Father  and  Hus- 
band, Merry  Christmas  and  a Happy  New  Year. 

His  thinking  about  night  operations  led  to  a plan  . . . 

1 Jan  64 
Cai  Son 

. . . The  plan  of  mine  was  enthusiastically  received  by  . . . the  Province 
Chief.  My  boss  thinks  it’s  the  greatest.  I think  it  is  a good  plan  . . . 

He  expressed  his  conviction  of  a decisive  victory  . . . 

12  Jan  64 
Vinh  Long 

...  I know  that  you  read  nowadays  of  defeat  or  of  lack  of  progress.  None  of 
this  bothers  me  because  I am  convinced  that  we  can  win  it  and  win  it  decisively — 
on  the  ground  and  in  the  night. 

And  spoke  of  the  imponderables  of  Vietnam  . . . 

19  Jan  64 
Cai  Son 

Thanks  for  the  news  clipping  and  the  Newsweek  article.  We  really  get  no  news 
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here.  The  article  about  the  Hamlet  was  very  descriptive  and  accurate.  However, 
my  place  is  a bit  quieter.  Last  night,  for  example,  we  showed  a movie  in  the  market 
and  that  helps  keep  things  quiet  because  the  local  VC  like  to  see  the  movies  too. 
Strange  thing  to  sit  there  in  the  night,  a pistol  in  your  hand  and  laugh  at  animated 
cartoons  with  members  of  the  VC  . . . 

Captain  Spruill  described  death  among  the  villagers  . . . 

25  Jan  64 
Vinh  Long 

. . . Right  now  I don’t  even  want  to  think  of  anything.  I really  shouldn’t  write 
you  anything  like  this  but  do  you  remember  that  I mentioned  a little  girl  that  I 
said  was  so  cute.  Well  yesterday  I helped  the  Cai  Son  medic  keep  her  guts  from 
falling  completely  out  as  we  bandaged  her  punctured  and  severely  burned  little 
body  and  those  of  three  other  children  (VC  white  phosphorus  mine).  Her  little 
eyes  were  burned  shut,  her  nose  and  lips  off,  and  skin  off  of  her  entire  body  and  every 
time  the  embedded  bits  of  phosphorus  were  exposed  to  the  air  the  poor  thing 
smoked  and  screamed — and  when  she  screamed  her  guts  came  out  more. 

I was  the  only  one  the  people  would  turn  to,  indeed  could  turn  to.  My  sergeants 
and  I wrapped  the  children  in  our  nylon  blankets  to  keep  the  air  off  the  phosphorus 
and  took  them  to  Vinh  Long — a long  dusty  ride.  The  little  girl  amazed  me  because 
she  was  still  alive  when  we  got  her  there.  She  was  put  in  a chopper  and  taken  to 
Can  Tho.  I do  not  know  how  she  is,  but  I can  guess. 

When  I got  back  in  the  late  afternoon,  I went  to  the  area  where  the  children 
lived.  All  at  once  people  came  from  everywhere  and  surrounded  me.  I told  them 
what  I could  about  the  children  and  suddenly  all  of  them  lay  down  in  the  dirt  at 
my  feet  in  the  most  heart-melting  demonstration  of  thanks  I have  ever  experienced. 
I shall  never  forget  that  and  I shall  never  forget  that  sweet  little  girl,  that  poor 
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tortured  little  female  who  had  nothing  but  me — and  I was  so  inadequate.  She  was 
two  and  a little  doll.  I felt  as  if  I had  died  a little. 

Please  forgive  me  for  writing  this.  I must  stop  now  and  in  a couple  of  days  the 
sun  will  shine  again  for  me  . . . 

He  described  the  stoic  Vietnamese  and  expressed  his  confidence  in  ultimate  victory  . . . 

23  Feb  64 
Cai  Son 

. . . When  they  get  wounded,  no  matter  how  bad  it  may  be,  you  never  hear  so 
much  as  a whimper.  The  only  sound  comes  from  the  man’s  buddy  who  generally 
bawls  like  a baby  if  the  wound  is  serious.  Strange,  but  strangely  logical  for  a 
people  who  have  never  been  far  removed  from  the  raw  facts  of  life  and  death— 
never  deeply  involved  in  one,  never  far  separated  from  the  other.  I grow  more 
attached  to  them  every  day  now  and  even  look  forward  with  dread  to  the  time  when 
I must  leave  Cai  Son  and  the  many  friends  whose  lives  and  fortunes  I have  been 
privileged  to  share. 

...  I feel  that  there  is  too  much  talk  of  despair.  I warned  you  of  that  before  I 
left.  You  may  remember.  Above  all,  this  is  a war  of  mind  and  spirit.  And  it  is 
a war  which  can  be  won  no  matter  what  present  circumstances  are.  For  us  to 
despair  would  be  a great  victory  for  the  enemy.  We  must  stand  strong  and  unafraid 
and  give  heart  to  an  embattled  and  confused  people.  This  cannot  be  done  if 
America  loses  heart.  At  the  moment  my  heart  is  big  enough  to  sustain  those 
around  me.  Please  don’t  let  them  back  where  you  are  sell  me  down  the  river  with 
talk  of  despair  and  defeat.  Talk  instead  of  steadfastness,  loyalty  and  of  victory — 
for  we  must  and  we  can  win  here.  There  is  no  backing  out  of  Vietnam,  for  it  will 
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follow  US  everywhere  we  go.  We  have  drawn  the  line  here  and  the  America  we  all 
know  and  love  best  is  not  one  to  back  away. 

I must  admit  that  there  are  many  moments  of  frustration  in  Vietnam  . . . 
But  that  is  exactly  why  we  are  here.  It  is  exactly  in  places  and  in  circumstances 
such  as  this  that  Communism  gains  its  foothold.  Communism  is  the  scavenger  of 
the  upheaval  that  comes  with  the  modernization  process  and  the  age  of  rising 
expectations. 

Sometimes  we  are  ready  to  say  the  hell  with  it.  But  then  there  are  other  times. 
For  instance  the  other  day  when  I found  out  that  Wolf  had  risked  going  into  Vinh 
Long  to  find  out  if  I were  safe.  He  knew  I was  in  Saigon  when  the  theater  was 
bombed.  He  never  told  me  about  that. 

He  describes  a trip  to  Saigon  . . . 

16  Mar  64 
Vinh  Long 

I have  just  returned  from  Saigon  and  find  many  letters  from  you.  At  the  moment 
I am  well  rested  and  very  happy.  I managed  to  find  a nice  little  book  of  Vietnamese 
legends  which  I needed  badly  for  my  personal  research,  and  I can’t  wait  to  read 
them. 

Well,  what  can  I tell  you  about  Saigon.^  I grow  to  like  it  more  and  more,  I can 
tell  you  that.  I am  learning  its  character,  its  people,  its  sights,  sounds,  smells  as  I 
have  never  learned  any  city.  It  is  sort  of  strange  but  I feel  more  at  home  in  Saigon 
than  in  any  city  I have  ever  been  associated  with.  While  there  I made  mental  plans 
to  take  many  rolls  of  film  for  you.  Perhaps  you  will  capture  some  of  the  feeling  I 
have  for  the  city. 

Boy,  I had  some  delicious  steaks  while  in  Saigon!  And  I went  to  a film  you  would 
love.  The  music,  the  clothes,  the  scenery,  the  story  and  the  photography  were  all 
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magnificent.  It  was  made  in  Japan  and  the  dialogue  was  in  Japanese.  However,  it 
had  Viet  and  French  subtitles  so  I could  follow  it  well.  I wish  you  could  just  hear 
the  music.  It  is  really  heroic  and  on  a grand  scale.  And  the  scenes  of  the  human 
misery  were  like  nothing  you  have  ever  seen  on  film  before.  I felt  wonderfully  at 
ease  watching  this  Asian  film  and  sitting  among  an  all-Asian  audience.  I had  the 
feeling  that  I was  beginning  to  comprehend  something  without  knowing  really  what 
it  was  . . . 

A soldier  studies  and  practices  war  . . . 

21  Mar  64 
Vinh  Long 

. . . You  wouldn’t  guess  what  I am  doing  in  my  spare  time.  I’m  taking  a corre- 
spondence course  from  Fort  Bragg  on  Counterinsurgency  and  Psychological  War- 
fare. It’s  long  and  demanding,  but  really  quite  good.  It’s  interesting  to  study  the 
stuff  while  you’re  smack  in  the  middle  of  it. 

30  Mar  64 
Vinh  Long 

. . . Yes,  the  language  training  is  paying  off  just  as  you  mentioned.  I am  able 
to  get  very  close  to  the  people.  I have  developed  to  the  point  that  I go  among  the 
soldiers  alone  with  no  interpreter.  I refer  of  course  to  operations.  I have  never 
experienced  so  much  interest  and  devotion  as  I receive  from  them. 

A few  nights  ago  I put  in  at  a Self  Defense  Corps  fort  called  Phuc  Quoi.  They 
had  a 40  man  ambush  going  out  as  a result  of  a large  experiment  we’ve  been  running 
on  night  saturation  patrolling.  On  that  night  1000  separate  ambushes  were  laid. 
As  you  know  the  SDC  are  close  to  my  heart,  so  I finally  got  permission  to  go  with 
them  after  proving  that  they  would  take  care  of  me.  By  golly,  they  actually  are 
quite  good ! I was  amazed  with  their  skill  at  night — well,  at  some  of  it  anyway. 
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I’ve  been  with  this  particular  group  on  4 consecutive  night  ambushes  and  developed 
quite  a rapport  with  them.  The  only  trouble  I had  with  them  was  to  get  them  to 
quiet  down.  They  were  all  over  me.  I brought  candy  to  them  which  they  all 
smacked  on  like  little  children.  They  all  brought  their  wives  and  children  to  me 
and  I had  to  tickle  them  all  and  lift  them  in  the  air. 

The  leader  of  the  group  was  amazed  that  I would  share  my  water  with  him. 
After  the  first  night  nothing  was  too  good  for  the  “Dai-uy.”  They  even  put  straw 
on  the  ground  where  my  position  would  be.  Ambushes  require  much  patience 
and  one  can  get  most  uncomfortable  after  11  hours  of  not  moving.  So  the  straw 
was  quite  welcome.  The  other  night  my  position  was  smack  in  the  middle  of  a 
pig  pen.  What  a stench!  And  of  course  it  got  all  over  me.  And  the  damn 
pig  was  there  with  me. 

...  As  I walked  out  of  my  pig  pen  and  followed  the  still  indistinct  figure  in 
front  of  me,  I realized  that  I was  walking  into  an  Easter  morning  sunrise  . . . 

10  Apr  64 
Vinh  Long 

. . . Much  sweat — and  I am  afraid  much  blood — remain  to  be  shed.  Progress 
will  not  be  dramatic.  It  will  in  fact  be  painfully  slow.  One  of  our  biggest  enemies 
now  will  be  impatience  and  despair  in  America  itself  . . . 

His  last  letter  . . . 

19  Apr  64 
Cai  Son 

. . . Chin  up ! See  you  later  . . . 
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HERBERT  C.  BONNER 
1st  District,  N.C. 


COMMITTEE: 

Chairman,  Merchant  Marine 
AND  Fisheries 


HENRY  C.  OGLESBY 


assistant  SECRETARIES: 
LORETTA  A.  BOWEN 
LEXiNE  ROLLINS 
LINDA  CHAPPELL 


SECRETARY 


HOUSE  OF  REPRESENTATIVES,  U.S 

WASHINGTON,  D.C.  20515 
Jime  25,  1964 


Honorable  Stephen  Ailes 
Secretary  of  the  Army 
Washington,  D.  C. 

My  dear  Mr.  Secretary: 

It  was  my  privilege  to  appoint  James  Polk  Spruill  to  the  United 
States  Military  Academy  at  West  Point  in  1950*  His  mother,  who 
ran  a cafeteria  in  Plymouth,  North  Carolina,  broxight  the  young 
man  to  see  me  and  requested  the  appointment.  There  was  never 
any  doubt  in  my  mind  from  the  first  time  I saw  him  that  he  would 
develop  into  a fine  citizen  and  soldier. 

James  Spruill  graduated  from  the  Military  Academy  in  June,  195^* 
Until  his  promising  career  was  brought  to  an  end  in  the  fitting 
in  Vietnam  on  April  21,  19^,  he  served  in  the  finest  tradition 
of  American  military  service. 

Captain  Spruill’s  example  of  selfless  service  is  something  in 
which  all  Americans  can  take  pride.  These  letters  to  his  wife 
tell  us  a great  deal  about  the  idealism,  strength  of  purpose 
and  dedication  which  filled  his  life.  His  words  will  be  ein 
inspiration  to  all  Americans  who  carry  on  the  never-ending  task 
of  defending  freedom. 


Sincerely, 


Herbert  C . Bonner 
House  of  Representatives 


HCB:lc 
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James  Polk  Spruill,  Captain,  U.S.  Army 

Captain  Spruill  was  commissioned  in  the  Infantry  after  his  graduation  from  the 
United  States  Military  Academy  in  1954.  He  attended  the  Infantry  Officers  Basic 
Course  and  the  Ranger  School.  He  served  as  a platoon  leader  in  the  10th  Infantry 
Division  at  Fort  Riley  and  in  Germany  and  then  joined  the  2d  Infantry  Division  at 
Fort  Benning.  He  later  was  assigned  to  the  Infantry  School  as  an  instructor. 

In  preparation  for  his  assignment  to  Vietnam,  Captain  Spruill  attended  the 
Special  Warfare  Course  at  Fort  Bragg  and  studied  Vietnamese  at  the  Army  Lan- 
guage School  at  Monterey,  California,  for  twelve  weeks.  He  arrived  in  Vietnam 
in  November,  1963,  and  was  assigned  as  an  advisor  to  the  Cai  Son  Defense  Training 
Center  in  the  Mekong  River  Delta. 

Captain  Spruill  was  born  at  Winston-Salem,  North  Carolina,  on  10  February 


1931. 


